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perity was just around the corner; perhaps the corner was
one already turned.
For a while the momentum of the great bull market car-
ried certain enterprises. The year 1931, for example, saw the
opening of the world's finest luxury hotel, the new Waldorf-
Astoria in Manhattan, and completion of the tallest of all
skyscrapers, the Empire State Building of one hundred and
two stories topped by a "mooring mast*' for airships—but
functionally as useless as the metallic needle surmounting its
nearest rival, the new Chrysler Building* Many floors in each
of these grandiose business palaces remained spectrally vacant
in the times ahead. The same year saw publication of archi-
tects* plans for New York's most impressive cluster of build-
ings, Rockefeller Center, which the next two years consum-
mated. Housing broadcasting studios, ornate movie and music
halls, foreign-trade syndicates and other business enterprises
upon a scale never before attempted, this group culminated in
the austere gray seventy-story shaft of the R. C. A. building.
Some critics of architecture prophesied that these would be
the last dinosaurs of America's metropolitan era, convinced
that such vainglory had overreached itself, promoting little
save congested traffic, overcrowding and colossal debts. Like
many other vanities of the century, perhaps the skyscraper
too was bankrupt. At any rate, the nation's outlay for new
construction fell sixty per cent between 1931 and 1932 as
the momentum of prosperity ground to a dead stop. By 1933
architects were doing less than a seventh of the business they
had enjoyed in 1928.
Gala openings and soothing statements no longer fitted the
temper of the times; the smile of ofEcial optimism slowly
froze into something that resembled a risus sardonicas. In
1931 Edward Angly garnered the more fulsome assurances
of Wall Street and Washington into a little book with the
derisive title Oh Yeah! Early in the following year appeared
a new magazine called Ballyhoo, its first issue packaged in
cellophane as a touch of commercial parody. Within six

